NDAD US 
S50 cat 


SUSE 
FIR MATURE 


YOUr 
BUY THIS COMIC 
NOW OR THE EARTH 
IS DOOMED! 
rT a<— 


MUM SERIES 


777 
‘NV 


MORRISON 


FIRIAWN | K 


QUIME LY, 


FLIGHT 


NUMBER 230 WILL 
BE BOARDING SHORTLY 
THROUGH THE K-9 
DOORWAY. 


DIDJA EVER SEE THAT 
COMMERCIAL? 


[| 7 comine RIGHT uP! TWO GES 
INA BUN TWICE. OVER EASY, NO} 


PART ONE 
FLOWERY ATOMIC HeaRT 


GRANT MORRISON, 
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FRANK QHITELY, 
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THERE YOU 
GO, HONEY. 


MAGNIFICENT, MODERN 
HERCULES, THAT'S 
WHAT YOU ARE. 


NOTHING LIKE 
THE PROTEIN AND 
GOODNESS IN, 


Bome! IT'S 
A BOMB! 


Llike to godown tothe 
airport Once a week. I 


HOW MUCH DO 
I OWE YOU? 


kids lugging bags and toy animals, ¥ 
businessmen checking watches, 
lovers hugging, parting. L like to 
water lifé ba by, a river of 
faces that never grows dull. YOU 
can always Court or lit 
— 


‘STAND BACK, LET ME DEAL 
EVERYONE! WITH THIS, 


HE'S FAMOUS 
FOR IT. 


It looked like I had maybe four or five 

seconds before the bomb went off, 

50 I summoned up the power of 

Muscle Mystery-- activating the 

occult of each musclecord, each 
tendon. 


But then 


Above my head, 

my famous “Hero Ve 

Halo" shimmered Fess 
into view. = 


And it was about to 
open the strangest 
door of all. 


~ iS 
SY SHIT! I CAN'T BELIEVE ALL THI: 
A < SHIT/ PAPERS EVERYWHERE! 
HOW AM I 
SUPPOSEDTO \ MUCK! THIS 1S MY FUCKING 


5 LIFE. PILES OF PAPERS AND 
Fil 
NMS MESS? J) BOXES AND, AH! 
THERE \TiS!L 


tA 
a KNEW THE BASTARD WAS 


IT MUST BE 
HERE. I KNOW IT 
WAS HERE. 


RAAT 


YOU EVER 
HEARDOFFACHLTYX, 
MENTALLO? 


THEY'RE NOT EVEN EXPLOSIVE. 
THEY'RE JUST HOLLOW BLACK 
BALLS LEFT IN PLACES WHERE 
REAL BOMBS WOULD DAMAGE 
THE FOUNDATIONS OF THE 
ESTABLISHMENT. 


IT'S LIKE THEY'RE 
TAUNTING US. SHOWING US HOW 


THEY'VE EVEN 
GOT A SLOGAN : "JUST 
BECAUSE YOU'RE PARANOID, IT 
DOESN'T MEAN THEY AREN'T 
PARANOID TOO." 


7 SOWHOARE 
THEY? TERRORISTS? 


PRANKSTERS 7 


THESE THINGS HAVE BEEN TURNING. 
UP ALL OVER THE PLACE. FIRST ONE 
APPEARED ON THE ALTAR OF THE 
CATHEDRAL,AND SINCE THEN 
WE'VE BEEN FINDING THEM IN 
HOSPITALS, SCHOOLS, BANKS, 
OFFICES, YOU NAME IT. 


CARTOON : =| _— 
BOMBS. JESUS! LOOK Vue cml 
AT THIS DUMB THING! 


aa 


BEATS ME. THEY 
KEEP SENDING US ALL KINDS 
OF WEIRD SHIT: GLOWING RINGS, 


AY GOGGLES; 'STAR-SCEPTERS'| 
YELLOW BOOTS WITH RIOGED 
FIREPROOF TREADS m TGOTA 
D> PRAWER FULL OF THIS 
CRAP 


OF A THOUSAND OUT-OF- 
PHASE PARALLEL EARTHS,” 


|] ACCORDING TO THE LAST NOTE 


OR MANIFESTO OR WHATEVER: 
ITIS WE GOT IN THE MAIL. 


THERE'S A CRAZY KINDOF SBP [YOu WANT mY OPINION? E THINK IT'S 
LOGIE TOIT, DONT YOU THINKZ, 


SOME KIND OF A HZAX GOING ON, LIKE 
KIND OFA ZEN THING. CROP CIRCLES OR HFOS. NOBODY'S 

EVER MANAGED TO GET A PICTURE OF 
ONE OF THESE FACHLTY X JOKERS. 

ALL WE GET ARE EYEWITNESS, 
ACCOUNTS OF "FIGURES IN BLACK 
CLOAKS" RUNNING FROM THE 

CRIME SCENE. 


Coral 


MILLENNIUM FEVER, YOU 
KNOW? THE HEAT'S ON, HERE'S SOMETHING. 

SOCIETY'S COMING APART THAT CAME IN TODAY, FOR 

AT THE SEAMS AND EVERY- INSTANCE. SOME KINDOF 

BODY'S HOLDING THEIR CLUE THAT'S NOCLUE 

BREATH FOR THE END OF ‘ALL. TAKE A ets ay 
THE WORLI LOOK AT THIS, 

MENTALLO, 


IF THE BOMB: 
DOESN'T GET US, THE 
PLAGHE WILL. 


PANIC'S BRINGING 
THE CRAZIES OUTOF 
THE CRACKS IN THE 


BOSS? YOU OKAY? 
YOU LOOK KINDA 


WAXWORKER/ 


THE FACTIS: 
| NOTHING IS 
IMPOSSIBLE! 


THESE ARE ACTUALLY 
BRILLIANT. 


WHEN YOU'RE A KID YOU JUST PO 

IT. YOU DON'T EVEN THINK ABOUT IT. 
IT'S PURE. IT'S TOTALLY 

5 PURE. 


“AH! THERE 


16 NOT WHAT 


WHERE'S THE: 
I WANT. 


PHONE? WHERE'S THE 
FUCKING BUZZER? 
WHERE DIDI PUT 
THE THING? 


aes 


LTHADITA 
MINUTE AGO. 
He 


OUT THE 
WAY, 7/BBERT! 


: ; COME ON! 


ITIS. RIGHT HERE. 


YOU'RE TELLING ME THE "FACT" ISA 
FICTIONAL CHARACTER, RIGHT 7 
JESUS! "THINGS FALL APART,” 
HUH? THE WHOLE OF GODDAMN 
REALITY'S COMING UNGLUEP 
AN L'M HERE ON 

THE NIGHT 


HE WAS ONE OFA 
BHNCEH OF CHARACTERS: 
FROM A HOMEMADE COMIC 


BOOK CREATED BYA KIDCALLED| 
WALLY SAGE, LIEWTENANT. 


MAYGE IF I CAN F/ND HIM, EVERY- 
THING WILL COME TOGETHER. 


ONE FOR SORROW, 
I'VE STOLEN TWO FOR JOY. YOUR 
YOUR MONEY! IVE NUMBER'S UP FLEX = LONG 
5! MENTALLO/ LIVE THELUCKY 
NAMBER 


I'VE STOLEN YOUR 
HOPES FOR THE 
FUTURE! 


NOW I DARE 
YOU TO UNCOVER THE 
SHOCKING SECRET IDENTITY 
OF ORIGAMI, THE 
FOLDING MAN! 


Hi 
NN 
NIV 


Li 
Turn on the’ e 
what's happening. 
mT 
d iy = 


BEYO! 


WHATHAVET <@ 
DONE? 


I'VE OPENED THE 
BAFFLING BOX AND LET 
LOOSE THE POWER OF 


WORLD! REALITY DIES 
AT DAWN! — 


What happened tothe 
old days? The 
eroes and villains, 


the team-ups and 
dream-ups? 


Seems torainall the time 
these days. Neverseems 
fo get light. Maybe the 


Lieutenant is right; 


Maybe it i$ the end of 
4 the world and there's 


i 
i 
i 
i 


ae 


it's all weird cable 


Hao 


stations these days. 


Hard to tell whats 


news and what's nor: Mil 
Guess it just doesn’t |Wiini : 
! Nd 


matter anymore. 


mu AIDS, THE 
OZONE LAYER, THE 
BOMB w THAT'S: 
ONLY THE TIPOF THE 
ICEBERG. THESE ARE 
THE LAST DAYS. 
IT'S OBVIOUS, 


I KNEW ITWAS: 
OVER FOR MAN- 


THIS WORLD 
(5 DOOMED. IM 
ADADAND I'M 
AFRAID 3 iy 
TELLING 'EM BUT. MERE fie 
THEY JUST WON'T, WOULDN'T 
LISTEN BE? 


A SNOWBALL 


STINGING MY PALM 
RED, A CERTAIN TREE 
ATA CERTAIN HOUR OF 
THE DAY ; HUMAN 

MEMORIES HAVE, 
INVADED MY 


CANDY- STRIPED. 4 
SKIES! CAN YOU IMAGINE?) 
AND A CHILO SMILING, 
WEIGHTLESS-- BACH \ 
FLOATING STRAND OF if 
HAIR WITH A TINY EYE 


KIND WHEN I FIRST 


THAT'S WHY I BUILT ME 
THIS ROCKETSHIP 
GONNA SEND MY BOY 
INTO SPACE, Ge HIM" 
A CHANCE ON SOME 
OTHER PLANET OUT 


OF BLINKING. 
LIGHTS. 


m NOT OF THIS WORLD. L 
WAS SENT HERE A LONG. 
TIME AGO TO TEACH YOU, 
TO SHOW YOU WONDERS, 
BUT NOW IT'S TOO LATE 


IT'S BEEN 50 
LONG. I'VE FORGOT- 
TEN ALL THE IMPORTANT| 
THINGS I HAD TOSAY. 

IT'S TOOLATE. 


GIVE ITTOME! 
THAT'S WHATCATS: 
SAY! < 


THAT GOOD? LAMB AND 
TURKEY. AH, TIBBERT. 
YOU'RE GETTING: 
RATHER OLD BUT 
YOURE A GOOD, 


THOUGHT THAT 
WAS ALL REAL 
FOR A MINUTE THERE. 
I FELT MYSELFSTROK- 
ING MY CAT'S FUR AND 
WALKING OUT INTO 
THE RAIN BUT THAT 
\ WAS AN HOUR AGO / 
OR SOME- 
THING. 


IT'S JUST ME NOW TELLING 
YOU THE STORY. I THOUGHT IT 
WAS HAPPENING. TIME'S 
TOTALLY FUCKED-UP;/ AND 
T'LL NEVER SEE MY 
LOVELY CAT AGAIN « 


V7 ‘COURSE IT'S NOT REAL 
IT'S, UM, IT'S MY SECRET 
IDENTITY. DOES IT 
MATTER? WHAT? I PLAY 
YOUSOUND ~~ INA BANE 
WEIRD, UM, WRITE SONGS. 


YEAH 1 QUITE 
FAMOUS. 


AY 


I DON'T (| 
Y KNOW WHERE T SOMEWHERE 
AM. LM NOTREALLY _ IN THECITY. IT'S 
SURE. > FAINING. 


a ces anybody |7AH, We FOUND THS 
care anymore? 7 POOR ASSHOLE 
ROUND IN THE BACK 


‘ 
WHAT'S HAPPENED |) HERE, ALL TANGLED} 
j|HERE, OFFICER? 
iss | 7 HE 
; = SPINE. 


LISTEN, OFFICER, 
THIS MAY SOUNDA LITTLE 
QUEER, I GUESS, BUT I WANT. 
YOU TO TELL ME THE FIRST FACT 
ABOUT ANYTHING THAT 
COMES INTO YOUR HEAD 


THE FIRST AH, 
FACT WELL THERE'S AN 


OLD ABANDONED | 


~ SCHOOL ABOUT 
NEIGHBORHOOD'S TWO BLOCKS 
GONE TO HELL. IT'S 
ALL GONE TO 
HELL. 


PEOPLE THINK 


COMING. THEY TUSTGO 
\ CRAZY. WHAT!STO 
LOSE? 


AllthistimeanaL had 
the answer to that man's 


The Superheroes, 
that's WhO 


\| twaslikea lightgoi 
oninmy. reactapelne 
the shadows of the 
long, dark ni W 
found ourselves in. I, 
remembered the way it 
used to be. 


“Who's going to 
save the world?" 


‘AH, THAT'S NOT 
MUCH OF ANYTHING, 
sit? 


Li] 


Remembered when we turned 
the world onits axis tosave 
the life of one child. Remem- 
bered how we flew tothe 
limits of unknown, titanic. 
galaxies to petition the gods 
for humanity's survival. 


eS Lea) 
That haunted 
School. 


"SOME THINGS YOUCAN 
NEVER EXPLAIN. L 
KNOW L SAW THATGHY 
STANDING AT THE DOOR. 
I WAS ABOUT EIGHTAT 
THE TIME 1 LCANSEE 
HIM NOW, LIKEITS 
STILL HAPPENING w 


YCOMICS EVERYWHERE. I 
CAN SMELL THEM, IN THE 


SORRY m L'M JUST 
RAMBLING », I JUST 
WANTED TOTALK TO 
SOMEONE FOR ALITTLE 
WHILE AND NO ONE WAS 
HOME, 50 I PHONED 
THE SAMARITANS 
SOMEBODY GAVE ME 
THIS PHONE m YEAH w IT'S 
RIPICULOUS YOU 
SHOULD SEE THIS THING : 
IT'S INTHE SHAPE OF THE 
STINGERAY FROM THE 
KING STING SERIES. 


REMEMBER THEY HAD THE 
BUZZER PHONE IN THAT? 


MAYBE IT'S: 
A BIT BEFORE 
YOUR TIME w, 


YOU'VE GOT 
A FRIENDLY VOICE, 
T WISH I COULD SOUND 
LIKE THAT 1w IT'S A SKILL, 
ISNT IT? 


"SFUNNY 
ALL I CAN THINK 
ABOUT 15 BEINGA 
KIB. ALL THOSE: 
MEMORIES. 
COMICS 1, 


“'MANDOO THE MYSTERIOUS, THAT WAS: 

MYUNCLE'S FAVORITE 1 GORT OF OCCULTY 

STUFF, I REMEMBER THERE WAS THIS 

STORY CALLED UH, WHAT WASIT? 'A 

COLLAPSE INTO THE NUCLEUS.' FUCK! 
IT SCARED THE SHIT OUT OF ME! 


“TOTALLY AMAZING WHY DO PEOPLE GETSO 


“(T'S FUNNY HOW THAT'S 
WHAT'S LEFT AT THE END, 


(SNTIT? ALL THE 
STUPID STUFF. 


“NOT 'WAR AND 
PEACE, 'NOTTAMES 


JOYCE, JUST THe THAT STUFE'S 


STUPID An" 


[= 
COMICS, THE SUPER- 
HEROES, 


"THE Leary 


WT WAS HORRIBLE 1 WHAT? NO, THE 
OPERATION. I'M TALKING ABOUT 
THE OPERATION NOW. AWFUL. THE | 
DOCTOR HAD BLOOD ANDSTUFFON | 
MS RUBBER BOOTS, THEY GAVE ME 
GAS AND THEN I WOKE UP IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, N TOTAL 
AGONY, DESPERATE FOR WATER” 


“1T WAS LIKE AN 
ALIEN INTELLIGENCE, 


REAL PAIN. 


“L JUST KEPT 
“I COULDN'T EVEN THINKING THAT FL 
WHISPER 1 HOURS | COULD LAST THE 
INCHING BY LIKE NIGHT, Z'D HAVE WON, 
CENTURIES 1 YEAH. NOBODY'S GOTANY 
iS IDEA WHAT KIDS GO 
THROUGH. 


"I WASALLONMY 
OWN WITH THAT. 


CAN LT HELP 
YO 


I 
LOOKING FOR HIS NAME WAS 
A FRIEND. THE "FACT." HE WASA 


‘ ; CRIMEFIGHTER, a 
ia 
iJ y 
DON'T KNOW THE 
NAME. I FIGURED YOU . 
WERE A PARENTOR GUARDIAN, 
THAT'S WHAT YOU LOOKED LIKE L 
AT FIRST, THOUGHT YOU MIGHT 5 
BE AFTER NEWS OF YOUR . YEA 
2 YOUNG WAR? ,\ NOW. 


THERE'S NOBODY 
HERE BUT ME, SON. 
YOURE WASTING YOUR 
TIME HERE. 


WHat /S Afi y 
THIS PLACE? THIS USED TO 


BE THE SCHOOL FOR 
SIDEKICK'S TILL THEY 


(NOWHERE FOR THE 
BOYS TOGO AFTER THAT. 
NO SUPERVISION. 


THEY'RE OUT 
THERE NOW. 


"ROAMING TRIBES OF BOY SIDE- 
KICKS, ARMED TO THE TEETH 
AND TRAINED TOKILL. BEAST 
BOYS ANP DARING YOUNG 
ATHLETES, SUPERFAST = 
MERCURY BOYS INCHROME- 
TRIMMED SUITS, ARCHER BOYS 
WITH TRICK ARROWS AND 
DEVIL-MAY- CARE GRINS. 


CANT 
BLAME 'EM 
FOR RUNNING 


“BUT NOONE TOLOOK 
UP TO ANYMORE, SEEF 
NO FUTURE. NO HOPE: 


TF THEY 
CLOGED THE I HOPE YOU 
SCHOOL, WHYARE — DON'T MIND MY 
YOW STILL HERE, ASKING, BUT WHO 
OLD-TIMER ¥_a EXACTLY ARE YOU 
ANYWAY 7 


[pM “L SAW THE OLDMAN IN THE UNDERPASS. 
THOUGHT HE WAS ILL. PEOPLE WERE 
JUST PASSING BY BUT L GAVE HIM SOME 
MONEY. IT WAS ALL THAD. L'D BEEN 
SAVING FOR A ‘CONVOY TERROR''NAVAL 

BATTLE GAME.” 


THERE 
YOUGO, MISTER. 
HOPE YOUGET 
BETTER. 


"IN RETURN FOR MY KINDNESS HE GAVE 
Me A CROSSWORD PUZZLE TOPILL. 
WW. SAID L SHOULD SPEAK ALOHD THE 


LA 
HE CLAIMED IT WAS THE WORD i 


DIDN'T EVER 

‘SEE THE OLO MAN AGAIN, 

SOMETIMES I THINK HE 

WAS MY OWN FUTURE 
SELF, 


11'S JUST PEOPLE WHO NEED 
Tis, 


My ADVICE 
16 YOU SHOMLOTRY 
THE RAILROAD 
STATION. 


eMKe A 

on REcORNED ALCOHOLIC 
ricieeo Sharon Moke Om, 
Wan BerieeTo Beant 
‘STAY HERE. BETTER MORE DAY WITHOUT 

ASAMAN TANTO, enrace raat | 
‘HERE, YOU TAKE THIS. T 

Beacooiocens | JRE / Keer iatwarpeeoss- 
Ceska raiesicey WORD PUZZLE. IT'S OLD 

TUNG AN oh et em BErINo mL, 


MGM) Was busy 

with people hurrying sNYERDLITCH 
home to be with VAHH SMYERD 
their loved ones. JUMPIN! 

Everyone seemed SUS,ITS 


scared and anxious. 


nsion and pressure 
ing down onallofus. 


Time seemed to siow 
downasheturned 
and looked at meand 
I saw that he was 
fuzzy and indistinct, 
like ae OF those UFO 
photographs or 
pictures Bethe 

Loch Ness monster: 


And suddenly IT was 
moving into action. 


om 


conerete exploded by his feet but-he 
kept tis balance and Kept on running, 
Hickering as he went, likean old black- 
and-white cartoon from the ‘50s. 


WHAT HAVE OH RIGHT + DRUGS. TWO ECSTASY TABS ACID ie 
? I MUST BE COMING UP ON THAT, 
DRIFTING OFF RARE , 2 FUCKING ACID. JESUS! I 
YOU STILL THERE?» 5 WISH I HADN'T TAKEN 


IT'S LIKE 
HALLUCINATIONS. 
HH! YOU. 
SHOULD SEE THAT 
CIGARETTE! 


I DON'T MIND... 
IT'S AMAZING IT'S 
LIKE REAL w, LIKE ANOTHER: 
WORLD HAPPENING 


‘OH YEAH, AND 


THOSE PARACETAMOLS... 
WHAT? I DON'T KNOW» A WHOLE 
BOTTLE, I THINK. WHATS 


WELL, OF COURSE 


y TJUST WANTED 
I'M COMMITTING SUICIDE. 
WHAT DID YOU THINK? ‘SOMEONE TO TALK TO, 


THAT'S ALL. WHILE I'M, 
WAITING. 


I JUST WANTED 
TO TALK ABOUT THE 
Dy COMICS, SEE? & 


And then T felt the 
static charge go 
dead inmy hand. F 
felt the shape 
leave the clothand 
the sound of his 
breathin pines 
AA m 


SILVER. 


EVERYTHING'S 


FLOWING. IT'S 


ALL FLOWING. 


MY HANDS 
DRIPPING. 


I SHOULDN'T 
HAVE TAKEN THAT 
. ACID. 


Y ITHINKIT'S 


RAIN « WHAT 2, 


ACIC, YEAH. 
I TOLD YOU I'D TAKEN 
IT. I TOOK EVERYTHING THAT 
WAS IN THE HOUSE 


ACID THAT'S KILLING ME, 
IT'S THE PAINKILLERS. 
YOU CAN'T OVERDOSE 


NONE TOO STEADYON MY 
PINS THERE. CHRIST, I'M 
FHCKE?. I'M REALLY 
FUCKED HR 


IT'S THOSE 
HOHSES AGAIN, 
LIKE ENAMEL OR 
SOMETHING 1+ 
CERAMIC wi 
CAN SEE THEM 
I. WHEN I CLose 
My EYES. 


as ‘gn eed [Bie FISH WHEN 
Iwas A GOLDFISH, 
HIS NAME Was PBTER 


“HIS BOWL HAD A MINIATHRE CASTLE 
INIT, MADE OUT OF CERAMIC STUFE 


THINGS, YOU KNOW. ITMAKES Hts FEEL 
CREEPY JUST THINKING ABOUT. Ug 


“T'S GOT SOME- 
THING TO DO. 
WITH OH THERE 
WAS THIS TIME 1 
I WAS IUSTA 
KIQ, NOT EVEN 
FIVE AND I WAS 
TAKEN INTO THIS 


“AND THERE WERE 
ALL THESE LITTLE 
BOYS, SQUATTING 
INA CIRCLE 1 


“THEY WERE SHITTING 
ON THE FLOOR 1 
WHAT? I KNOW BUT 
THEY WANTED ME TO 
COME ANP SIT WITH 
THEM. WHY WERE 
THEY SHITTING ON 
THE FLOOR? 


WHATZNOWn | 
I PON'T REMEMBER. 


my NO. I DON'T WANT 
CIGARETTES jee TO THINK ABOUT THAT PLACE. 
ARE WET. = > \3) ) LI WANT TO TALK ABOUT THE 
COMES. I'M COMMITTING 
SUICIDE AND I PHONED YOU 
PEOPLE TO TALK ABOUT THE 
COMICS 11 


TALK ABOUT SOME- 
THING CHEERFUL 
BEFORE I DIE." 


‘AFT 


ER 
THE ‘FACT” 
|] PART TWO 


My, 
BeauTIFUL 


FLex 'MENTALLO 2. July, 1996. Published monthiy by DC Com 
Copyright© 1996 OC Comics. All Rights Reserve. Vor 
tng thanesses tere and al lated cia are rad 


H 0c Comics. Adivition of Warner Bras.-A Time W 


The final battle with the 
Mentallium Man was one of my 
greatest exploits. That was 
the day I faced him down in 
a devastated section of 
Technopolis. 


Part-man, part-robot, part: 
product-of-a-world-thar 
woulan't-caré, @ Was 
Surely one of the most 
terrifying faces in my 
Rogues Galler 


W] There were five differen 
varieties of Mentalliam in 
thOS€ Aays.--ShOCKii 
Pink, Silver, ditraviolet, 
Lamb & Turkey and the 

lethal Black M-- 


But that was lot 
time ago,when thé 


world Still had a 
Smile on its face, 


The sinister radioactive 
residue left behind after 
the disappearance of the 
Golden Age Flex Mentallo. 


Pursuing amember of a shadowy group 
of subversives Known as “Faculty X" to 
this photo booth inthe railway station, 
Zn0w have proof positive that the "Fact 


Now I'm here, with the story 50 far, here a z 7 it b 
the endiofine Woricsuilcearchirator. te has escaped, like Me, into the real world. 


my lost fictional colleague -- the tie nF 7 SRT 
ss it seems impossible--Seeing fimlike this. 


fighter Known as The "Fact." 


ME And on the back, the name and 
address of a var here in the City. 
Who's leaving me these weird 5 LITTLE ENAMELLED GARDENS 1 L OON'T KN 


me clues? Whatis = tes THERE'S SOMETHING PERVERTED ABOUT | 
B faculty X? wen GNOMES WATCHING ME LINDRES: jo} 


Joined this 
eerie group? 


KAO winere 
It'S goin 
to Sea 9 


Boomsaa} 
HICK wo tO 
Zero hour: 


Behind all 

the frantic 

noise we make 
A todrown it 
Out, in spite 
Of the mad 
hustle and 
rush,L cao 
Still hear it. 


ee ESE ieee 
JUST WRITE | 


"TO MY BEST 
_| BUDDY, WALLY, 
SAGE 


Flex 
Mentallo's in 
trouble. 


Which head would 
Uk ite into 
attack mode? 
Which type OF 
Menrtatlium would 
Lhave tocontend 
with this time? 


Would it be Black Mentallium, 
which induced coma? Would 
it be SHOCK ing. Pink Mentallium, 
under the influence of which 
I was invariably invited to. 
explore complex issues of 
i beeh and sexudlity 7Silver 
lentallium, which robbed me 
of my sense of humor? 


(Eo 
Or the uncanmy Uitra- 
violetMentaliume  & 


The strangest ofall mystery 
minerals, HUM had the power 
to turn me into anyone, 
complete with a whole life 
and memories. Affected by 
it rayS, I could become a 
child in school in india, a 
soldier on parade, a woman 
reporterona busy: metro- 
politan newspaper a 
criminalora juage. 


And while unaer the influence 

of UUM, I always forgot that 

I had ever been a superhero. 

Was I a divorced woman try- 

40g tomake ends meet ia 

Idaho? A corrupt business- 
man in Paris? 


MUST 1. 
FIGHT LOSING 
»IPENTITY.. 


GOTTOm 
FIGHT IT 
WHOS FIGHTING?, 
WHO we 


‘SOMEWHERE, I'M NOTA SINGER, 
I'M AN OFFICE EXECUTIVE OR 
THE FATHER OF A LITTLE GIRL 
ORA COMIC ARTIST, DRAWING 
THIS STORY. 


fe "NO ONE'S GOING TO FIND ME. 
hy. KNOW YOU MEAN WELL BUTT 
DON'T WANT 10 BE FOUND. IT 
: z DOESN'T MATTER IF I DIE HERE w 
Ip Sing L, 
aying inan E. 
alleyway? 
= ] 


CRUSHING RAIN 
{IN MY FIST SQUEEZING 
ITINTO LIQUID 
DIAMONDS »» 


I CAN 

SEE MYSELF IN 
ALL TIMES AND 
"ENDLESS PARALLEL PLACES. 
WORLDS. INFINITE 

VERSIONS OF | 


WHAT? WHY 
00 T HAVE TO KEEP 
TALKING? 
Sear Ser < 2 wes cee "D'Mt WATCHING IT ALL FROM MY SATELLITE 
‘ y : HEADQUARTERS. I CAN SEE THE EARTH 
eu 4 BELOW AND IT LOOKS $0 1, FAMILIAR 


“IT DOESN'T MATTER IF I DIE." 


NO REALLY I CONT 
WANT YOu TO FIND ME. 


SAMARITAN. THAT'S 
WHAT YOU VOLUN- 
TEERED 10 00m 


PLEASE 
JUST LISTEN To ME. 
I KNOW IT'S BORING 
BUT IT'S THE LAST THING, 
I'LL EVER SAY 


“THE RAIN'S STOPPED NOW. 
I CAN'T FEEL THE RAIN. 


"SB THIS A 


WELCOME TO. 
THE POWER HOUR: 
FEATURING YOUR RIGHT 


(TSA BOMBER! 
IT'S LIKE THUNDER! IF THEY 
JUST STOPPED THE TRAFFIC 
FOR FIVE MINUTES, YOU'D HEAR 
(TS ENGINES! IT'5A 
MONSTER! 


THEY'VE GOT 


LOOK! YOU CAN SEE THE SO” STOP THE TRAFFIC/I'M NOT 
LIGHTS ABOVE THE CLOUDS! Jil CRAZY! STOP THE TRAFFIC 
L/STEN! THEY'RE COUNTING, - 

ON US NOT TO LISTEN! Zi 


re 
mn THIS BE 
ENOUGH? 


KRYSTAL. 2 
THAT'S BALE- FOR WHAT IT/S, 
iL, MAN. THING. IT TAKES YOU TIFF -- THE 
Bp, LOOK AT THAT 4 RIGHT OUT OF THE : MAGINARY 
2. GLOW. WORLP AND INTO THIS 18 
PLACE WHERE YOU 
SEE EVERYTHING 
THAT HAS 
Be HAPPENED... 


wl 
HAPPENING, 
WILL HAPPEN, 
COHLD HAPPEN , 
e\ COHLEN'T 


Neiaen LHEARD IT 
KILLS YOU BUT Ie hor 


DON'T. fe SNS ane Sy ed PAYING. ANY ATTEN 
TION TO Scie SAY. 


DIRTAND SHIT 
‘AND GOING DOWN ON FAT 
GUYS FOR A FEW DOLLARS TO 
BUY A SHITTY HAMBURGER, SO 
YOU END PAS FATAS THEY 
ARE. THAT'S IF THE WORLD _A 
DOESN'T END FIRST. <E} 
SOMETIMES I FEEL SOLOW, 
LIKE THE LAST BOY ON EARTH, TIFFANY; 
I DON'T WANT IT REAL NOMORE, 


) (ee 


1] 2 Sure wish I had my old crimefic ie buddies 
here to help me --the Atomic Pilé, Zipper 
Mr. 45 and Romantic Rick. Wed e have this 
one wrapped up ia notime and then we'd hai 
out in Our H@ and have a fewlau gn s, maybe 

watch “My Favorite Marti 


700 bad my friends , IN : & 5 
Gre all just. A (a eu 
charaéters ina 


Oe ~ \ POWN THERE. 
Kia's homemade AND SHE PIE? ANOTHER WMSS 
VICTIM OF THE WAR 
AGAINST .,, Well, 
something. 


AS FOR YOU, 
I'D TAKE CARE 
UP THERE. THERE 


ARE A FEW ROUGH- 
IN TROWBLE. HE'S AROUNG WHO Me 
TAKING THIS NEW 9RUG PAG KINDO ONeY 
CALLED KRYSTAL. INDIVIDUAL STYLE 
ASAE T THINK HE'S GONNA OF DRESS. 
WHERE YOUR WIFE: KILL HIMSELF AND... 
ORAWS THE LINE be Reaent tae ae 
z GOO? GUY »., 


OH SHIT. PONT 
FO.'T MAN. THIS SHIT 
(6 BAD, THEY SAY IT MAKES 
YOU FEEL LIKE A SUPERMAN 
BUT THEN YOK PIE. 


CAN'T KILL 
WHAT'S 2WNNGH/! * DEAD. 
ALREADY. 


Be) Ly suit/t 2ON'T WANT 
e} TO SEE THIS REALITY 
F SHIT! d NO MORE! 
4 = 


WATCH OHT/I'M 
/NVHLNERABLE! 


Im 


BIGASA 
HOUSE! 


it's the end of 
the world they } 
told Mé.,l0OK. 


the end of the 
world and they're 
KtO 


nd million 


Sait 


worlds » 
APM ON ME My 
own eyes looking 

Kat mein i saw itn 


can't you i 


Lwas there w 
it's amazing wSee through 
things m you can hear 
ice checking! in AlASKA 1 QOd 
the world's bigger for them w 
World's $0 BIG there 
aren't words'w We're liKe 
ONS just ANTS 


\ i D= 
can't you 
See them? m every- NX 
where listen ob 
\\ Shit, the Sky's fullof f\ 
thEM we ICANT OOK 
oh momma 


they love us.,they've Eng = " \¢ WW wart! Listen, rve 
always loved u iy . Ny THOUGI 


LKNOWI 
HA ITHERE. I 
DON'T BELIEVE, 

t 


IT WAS PRETTY SIMPLE THEN-- 
FA MUSCLEMEN IN COSTUMES, 
D\ IDEALIZED MASCULINE 
FIGURES, THE CHARLES 
ATLAS HAR? BODY. 
¥ HOMOEROTIC WISH- 
"GOLDEN AGE" A ck FULFILLMENT + 
COLLECTORS, R 
I'M TALKING 


ABOUT, Zas\ 
cy 
ENS 


CPINOD: 


“THEN CAME THE SILVER” 
AGE, WHEN SUPERHEROES. 
WERE REINVENTED AND 
THAT'S WHEN IT STARTED 
TO GOA BIT WEIRD 1,” 


“STRANGE TRANSFORMATIONS, MULTIPLE 
REALITIES, DREAMS, HOAXES wn IT WAS LIKE 
THE HARD BODY BEGAN TO TURN SOFT, THE 
MASCULINE HEROES BECOMING FLUID AND 
FEMININE, ALWAYS CHANGING SHAPE. 


“WALL THAT STUFF WAS LIKE, LIKE A 

PROPHECY OF THE ARRIVAL OFLSD 

ON THE STREETS OF AMERICA i THE 

COMIC WRITERS AND ARTISTS 

INTHITED THE SOCIAL TRANSFORMA- 
TION IN THEIR WORK 1," 


IQON'T LiKE 
THOSE BIG FUTURE 
HEAPS. ALIENS. 
THEY WERE ALWAYS: 
FIGHTING ALIENS, 
IN THE SILVER 
AGE 1 


Wy 
Nis WW), 


WHAT'S GOING ON IN MY HEADZALL 
THESE STORIES » I CAN'T TALK 
FAST ENOUGH TO TELL YOU ALL 
THESE STORIES... 


MY SKULL'S 
EXPLODING. 


DIDN'T THEY 

STOP MY MUM 
AND AR 

FIGHTING? 


YEEUGH! THOSE HORRIBLE OLD 
POLITICAL BOOKSHOPS WITH 
PICTURES OF THE BOWIB ON THE 
FRONT OF PAMPHLETS 1 
HIROSHIMA BABIES 1 


UT FEEL REALLY SICK. 

I THINK T'VE BEEN 
AFFECTED BY 
RADIATION. 


“WHO WAS IN THAT WASH- 
HOUSE WITH ME? 


UZ FEEL SICK. 1S THAT THE 
PILLS I TOOKZ AM I 
DYING NOW? 


“CAN YOU 
HEAR ME? 


“L THINK I'M SOME 
KIND OF MHTANT. 


“WHY DION'T THE SUPER- 

HEROES SAVE US FROM 

THE FUCKING BOMB? 
IFEEL SOSICK." 


"WHOSE HAND 
AM I HOLDING?" 


GURE, I'VE SEEN 


a . ISGUY. 
RANCE pee 


WHEN? WHEN, ‘I DUNNO. YESTERDAY. TODAY. A YEAR AGO, IT'S TEARS I GOT, NOT 
WAS THIS? WHO GIVES A SHIT? THIS PLACE--IT'SA CHEERS. TEARS OF SHAME. 
s MAGNET FOR EVERY GODDAMN WEIRDO: THANK GOD MY MOTHER VIEP- 
WHO EVER LIVED. ALL I EVER WANTED WAS: 
A NICE BAR WITH THE REGULARS TELL- 


CHRIST! THIS PLACE! IT'S ONE MAD- IT'S JUSTA MASK, MILK. JUSTA COOL GLASS OF 
MAN AFTER ANOTHER. IT'S LIKEA TOHIDE HIS SEC- REFRESHING MILK FOR ME, 
PRODUCTION LINE. IT'S LIKEA E'S BARMAN. 

NUT FACTORY w+ 


YOU THINK I 
MEMORIZE AL 
THE DUMB CONVER- 
SATIONS I HEAR IN 


WHAT ISIT 
WITH THE GUY? 
1S HE SOME KINDA 
BURN VICTIM? WHAT'S 
THAT SHITON HIS 
FACEZ 


LOOK, D'YOU WANNA 
DRINK OR DON'T YOU? 


GOD DELIVER ME VJ 
FROM THIS SHIT, ; 


i WHATHAVE \\4 
\ WE GOT HERE 607 


YOU 
NEED REAL 
DEDICATION 
TO MAKE THE 
DREAM TEAM, 


THE 
ALTIMATE 
SUPERTEAM, 
HONEY--LOKD 
LIMBO, THE 
GENTLEMEN 


GORILLA, REX 
TZ ANP 


LOOKING TO JOIN THE 
LEGION OF LEGIONS? I 
DON'T THINK HE'S GOT 
WHAT IT TAKES, 


ANOTHER HOPEFUL APPLICANT 4 
rs 


IF 
ICAN'TBEA 
SUPER: HEROINE, 
I'LL BEA SUPER: 
VILLAINE SS, 


Za AND 
DIDN'T SAY 
ANYTHING, “esses! 


[eae 


a GY xeA,you 


e TWAS ON ONE 
OF THE LAST APOLLO 
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VERTU 


Part One: “An Age of Gold, a Golden Age. 

The Man of Muscle Mystery is back! After a gap of 
more than thirty years, Flex Mentallo has returned to the 
pages of his own magazine, where a whole new genera- 
tion of readers can thrill to the exploits of one of comic- 
dom’s most unusual and enduring heroes. 

Flex Mentallo, Man of Muscle Mystery, made his debut in 
the pages of Manly Comics’ Rasslin' Men in February 1941 
and was an overnight success, Sales of Rasslin’ Men 
quadrupled in as many months and Flex Mentallo‘s, which 
followed in April 42, went on to become one of the most 
sought-after first issues in comics history (one milk-soiled 
copy recently sold for $50,000 at a comic-book “auction”). 

“Dubois said Manly needed its own Superman,” 
remembers veteran artist Chuck "The Chief” Fiasco. 
“That's how it all started. He told me to come up with 
something and I must admit I was kinda stumped. I went 
home to think about it and while I was driving down the 
highway, two men got in beside me. I don’t know how 
they did that while I was moving. I had to drive a long 
way. It was day and night a couple of times, I remember. 
‘The desert was kind of silver and the sky was way too 
blue and there was a big neon sign right there saying 
"FLEX MENTALLO, ''FLEX MENTALLO,’ over and over again. 
I woke up in the woods about half a mile from home and I 
had my super-hero! It was around four in the morning 
but I drank some black coffee, threw back a fistful of 
crank pills and just drew and drew. I invented many mar- 
velous gadgets and mysterious pieces that night, I can tell 
you, but perhaps the strangest of all was Flex Mentallo, 
Man of Muscle Mystery.” 

Chuck knew he had something big on his hands, and he 
couldn't wait to show the designs to his boss. 

Ashley DuBois was the flamboyant publisher and edi- 
tor-in-chief of Manly Comics, a vanity press venture 
which had taken on a life of its own. Manly specialized in 
lurid retellings of the exploits of legendary strongmen and 
athletes such as Samson, Atlas, Hercules, and Caligula. 

“Ashley was what we used to call a colorful character,” 
recalls Fiasco. "He was the son of a wealthy Southern 
landowner and when the old man died, Ashley got every- 
thing, He always said he somehow knew he would be the 
last of the family line and so he'd decided just to squander 
his inheritance. That was how Manly came about and I 
was approached to draw some fairly dubious stuff, which 
1...L really didn’t know...I'm talking about some of the 
content... was very naive..." 

Manly Comics began as an outlet for DuBois's own 
writing; his tales of Greek love and hand-to-hand combat 
among the gods and demigods were intended for his own 
pleasure and that of a small circle of enthusiasts, Much to 
his surprise, however, the self-published comics proved 
immensely popular with children and with servicemen, 
who failed to discern the obvious subtext (a typical cover 
depicts a grinning Hercules thrashing Atlas’s near-naked 
buttocks with a cruel barbed-wire flail), and thrilled 
instead to the depictions of mythical worlds and mighty 
supermen. When Flex Mentallo appeared in Rasslin’ Men 
+45, sales went through the roof and the new hero soon. 
became Superman's chief rival. 

‘The Golden Age Flex was a simple character; his foes 
were mainly metal ants and so on, and it was not unit the 
introduction of his archenemy — the unforgettable Lars 
Lotus — that Flex really developed the edge that set him 
apart from the growing pantheon of indistinguishable cos- 
tumed mystery men. Tales such as "Sphinx-Men of Atomic 


Island” and "Doom from the Dog Star!” must surely rate 
highly in the "top ten comics” chart of any self-respecting 


fan, 

The war years proved to be a boom time for Manly 
Comics, and the line was expanded to include a number of 
newly-created patriotic heroes — who can forget Lady 
Liberty, Jap-Smasher, Yankee Poodle Andy, the Fightin’ 
‘Skull, and the many others who kept the fire of hatred 
burning throughout those dark days? 

“Frankly, | used to wish the war would never end,” 
grins Chuck Fiasco. "I was young, | was making more 
money than I'd ever seen before, | was drunk and stoned 
every night, enmeshed in a world of high-class 
prostitutes, gambling, the black market. You wanna talk 
about the Golden Age? | used to get down on my knees 
every night and pray that Hitler would live forever!” 

Sadly World War Two ended in 1945, taking with it the 
raison d’étre for much of Manly's output. And there was 
‘more trouble looming — trouble with a capital "TREASON 

“We didn’t expect it to go so wrong,” Fiasco recalls, 
"What happened was that, towards the end, Ashley became 
convinced that the Nazis were going to win the war and he 
panicked a little. | remember one month he came in, com- 
pletely hysterical, and had us rewrite and redraw all of our 
‘comics. Of course, by the time they hit the stands it was too 
late; Hitler was dead in the bunker, the Allies had won, and 
‘we were up to our necks in steaming crud.” 

That month, September 1945, was the beginning of the 
end for the Manly empire — Jap-Smasher’s comic featured 
‘a story in which the patriotic crimebuster is first brutally 
tortured by his Axis captors and then gleefully renounces 
his U.S. citizenship in order to asume the new costumed 
identity of "Super-Hiro.” Shocking as "Jap-Smasher Joins 
a Winning Team!” was, it was soon to be eclipsed in 
infamy by Flex Mentalfo*4i with its “feature-length action 
extravaganza,” "Hans Hitler — President of Earth!” Based 
ona cover sketch for a nightmarish "imaginary story,” the 
original idea had been turned on its head and the comic 
that reached the newsstands was little more than a 22- 
page hymn to evil and bigotry. 

“We misjudged the mood of the readership at that 
time,” admits Chuck Fiasco. “And suddenly we were in 
court, fighting for our very lives, If they hadn't bought 
the “satire” bullshit we fooled ‘em with, we'd all have 
died in the chair.” 

Ashley DuBois, however, was not to escape the skele- 
tal touch of the Grim Reaper; his health collapsed under 
the strain of endless legal wrangling and cross-examina- 
tion, Never a strong man to begin with, this gentle, frag- 
ile Southern bloom was to be trampled underfoot by an 
uncaring judicial process. 

“I saw him near the end, after they'd torn out his 
soul,” says Chuck Fiasco. "They'd broken him, He'd given 
everything until there was nothing left to give and it was 
terrible what they did to him, He looked to me like...like 
peg. Like some kinda cheap wooden peg, All | can say is 
that at least they couldn't take his self-respect. At least 
he died with dignity.” 

Ashley DuBois's body was found contorted over a 
vaulting horse in a sleazy motel room, Partially dressed 
in a filthy Roman-style toga, his face smeared with rouge 
and lipstick, he had clearly drowned in his own vomit and 
‘urine. A pair of women’s silk stockings was stuffed in his 
mouth along with several hundred sleeping tablets. A 
note, written in violet ink on lavender-scented note- 
paper, said simply, "The dogs have all got masks, And 
may the Lord have mercy on our souls, 

The perfect Southern gentleman had found peace at 
last. 


Next Issue: Flex Mentallo’s quest enters a dark, 
violent, sexually twisted phase, echoed in the 
recollections of a mysterious, suicidal young man. Is it 
the end of everything, or simply the onset of a depraved 
Spandex bacchani 
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GOT A MODEM? 
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: Ni f cae 4 
o mY ‘3 4 
& Wy oN 

GO é 


IT PISSED IN MY SUIT. THATSOUNDS 

DISGUSTING, L KNOW, BUT THE 

SUITS WERE DESIGNED TO RE- 

CYCLE THAT SHIT. I WAS DRINK: 
IG IT AN HOWR LATER. 


NOBODY BELIEVED ME/NO WONDER 
I'M A GODDAMN DRUNK. BILLY 
GRAHAM WOULD BE A GODDAMN 
DRUNK IF HE KNEW WHAT I KNOWS 
THEY'RE SPYING ON US 

FROM THEIR SATELLITE H 

S66? THERE'S NOWHERE 

YOU CAN HIDE! 


THEY COULD 
BE HERE RIGHT. 
NOW! 


YOWPONT 
( Beveveme,ro) 
YOU 4 


ALL I'M 
ASKING IS 
FOR SOMEBODY 
TO BELIEVE 
ME! RIGHT 


re mou 
THEY WALK AMONG US, WATCHI RIGHT WHY WON" 
UNSEEN! IN SECRET ANYONE BELIEVE 
IDENTITIES! ERE. Me! 


—] 


Iwas close. I was gettin 

close. Twas 50 close tothe | 

"Pact" T could almost smell hin 

but La no idea what my next ME OUT IF YOU 
move would be. COULD. 


I S50LDITFOR SECRET 
KNOWLEDGE, 


MEN CALL ME THE 
MYSTERY PILGRIM. 


NOW THEY JHSTCALL ME ASS- 
I “OLE, IF THEY CALL ME ANY- 
I\ THINGATALL. GUESS T JUST 


I DON'THAVE 
ANY MORE ON 


ME. Div LOST MY WAY IN THE 
= DARK. 


BUT YOW'RE ALMOST 
THERE, PLEX. 


COWPLE OF 
BLOCKS FROM HERE. 
THE "FACT" FOUND IT. THE J 
WAY THROUGH. 


BUTI OUGHT TO 

WARN YOU, FLEX 

THERE'S NOTHING 

BUT DANGER AND 

DESPAIRAND 

DEATH ON THAT 
ROAD. 


Buthewasgone, 
leaving only a 
falconol 


fumes andan 
empry bottle. 


HO OF FACULTY X 
AND THE LEGION 
OF LEGIONS. 


And above the noise of the 
TLL TAKE traffic,the ticking OF the 
THE RISK. Doomsday Clock Was getting 
louder and louder.,, 


IT'S THE WNIVERSE 
IT'S AH IT'S MOVING 
INwv I CAN'T DESCRIBE 


[Tew LIKE A SOAP BYBBLE. 
COLLAPSING 1+ 


WANT IT. 
TO STOP 


WHO'S 
HOLDING MY 
HAN? 


GROUND ZERO 
IN MY HEAG 


WHO'S WITH ME 


IT'S BLACK 


c ~~ 
SHOULON'T 


HAVE PONE 
IT 


ARE YOU THERE? I 
CAN SEE THEM BLURRING 
IN THE CORNER OF MYEYE 
m MULTIPLE UNIVERSES 
CONVERGING u, I WISH 
HADN'T TAKEN THAT 
ACIP I FEEL we 


- SOUT 
FOR MATURE 
Ataaes 


GRMN i) 


‘um mt 
A) 


18/7 
I DON'T BELIEVE 
IN SUPERHEROES, 


SURE, L'VE SEEN THE OUT- 
I) FOCUS PICTURES, I'VE READ 
fil HE EYE- WITNESS ACCOUNTS -- III 
THE SIGHTINGS OF CAPED 
| FIGURES AND MYSTERY 
By SATELLITES -- BUT I KNOW 
THERE ARE NO SUPERHEROES 
PON LEFT. THEY ABANDONED US, 
@ LEFT US TO DIE HERE AT THE 
EN? OF THE WORLD, I DON'T 
BELIEVE IN 'EM. 


AFTER ME "THERE ARE 
NO SUCH THINGS AS 


rs WHEN DIDI START 
SUPERHEROES, TALKING TO MYSELF? 
THEY ALL WENTAWAY. Ii] ii 


ri 


IGNS ANP 
NOERS. 


$0 CLAP YOUR HANDS / |] 
TOGETHER AND SAY | I { 


HARRY? 


THERE HASN'T 
BEEN ANYTHING ON 
THE NEWS, HAS 
THERE = I'M FINE, 
D HONEY. 


I COULDN'T 
SLEEP I WAS 
THINKING ABOUT 

THAT GUY FROM TODAY: 
MEN’ mate. THAT'S 


YOU GO 
BACK TO SLEEP 
SWEETHEART. 


T REMEMBERED. 

My DREAM : T was 
STANDING IN AGRAVE- 
YAR? AND THE PRIEST 
WAS TELLING ME HOW 
SOMEBODY HAD BURIED 
TWO TINY LITTLE PEOPLE 

IN CIGARETTE 
PACKETS. 


YOU VON'T THINK THERE'S: 
REALLY GOING To BE A WAR, 
HARRY, PO YOU? 


I CAN'T WATCH 
THE NEWS ANYMORE. 
LITTLE CHILDREN AN? 
ANIMALS DYING, FORESTS 
BURNING 1 


THEY'LL FINDA 
WAY OUT OF IT. NOW 
DO SOMETHING FOR ME: GET 
YOURSELF SOME SLEEP AND: 
DON'T DRIVE YOURSELF 
CRAZY WORRYING ABOUT 
THAT STUFF. 


RAIN FALLS ON THE MONKEY 
HOUSE. THE INMATES ARE 
SCREECHING AND TEARING 
ONE ANOTHER APART. NO- 
BODY'S COMING TOSAVE 
UBS, NOBODY'S LISTENING 
TO THE ULTRASONIC 
SHRIEKING OF OUR 
SIGNAL BELTS, 


HARRY, DID YOU FEED PETER? 1 
THINK MAYBE L'VE BEEN FORGET- 
TING. I KEEP FORGETTING EVERY- 
THING. I COULON'T STAND ITIF 
SOMETHING HAPPENED TO HIM, 
BECAUSE OF ME. 
I WAS SCARED BECAUSE 
HE LOOKEDA LITTLE S/CK A DAY 
OR TWO AGO BUT HE SEEMS 
FINE NOW. 


ARE YOU KIDDING, 


BABY? THAT'S OLD PETEY. 
YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT. THAT 
GODDAMN FISH'LL OUTLIVE 

USALL. 


I DON'T WANT THERE TOBE A WAR. 


I DON'T WANT MY WIFE TOOIE. [il 


I DON'T BELIEVE IN 
SUPERHEROES. 


THEY ABANDONED 

US TO OUR FATE. 

THEY ALL WENT 
AWay. 


“AFTER THE ‘FACT’ : I 
PART THREE fe 
ei a 


"ALL BUTONE.” 


Y 
4 GRANT MORRISON } “a 
RANK QUITELY, 


Ellie de VILLE, 
LETTERE! 
ERIE KOWALSKI, 


No,I MEAN 
IWAS TALKING 
ABOUT I'VE JUST 
FUCKING TAKEN ALL THOSE! 
PILLS AND I'M GOING TO 
FUCKING DIE AND MY HEAD'S 
EXPLODING WITH THIS STUFF 
COMICS ALL THESE COMICS 
AND SUPERHEROES AND IT'S 
JUST GETTING HORRIBLE 
NOW IT JUST FEELS SICK 
LIKE THAT PLACE WITH THE 
LITTLE BOYS IN THE CIRCLE 
AND THAT HANG WHO THE 
FUCK'S HAND 1S 
THAT AND 


WHAT WAS I 
TALKING ABOUT? 


WHAT'S 
HAPPENING 
TOME? 


an STRANGE, |SN'T ~ 
IT2 CHILDREN, PERHAPS, 
BURYING BIRPS OR 
mice 


IT'S JUST. 
SEE THE DETAIL ON 
THE LITTLE CARVED 
~ STONES? 


WASN'T I RIGHT, 


z v 4 WHAT ARE WE 
Ree a OUENE GONNA PO NOW, YOU 
wal AND ME ? WHAT ARE WE 


GONNA 0O NOW? 


VISITOR ———/7He LIEUTENANT HERE WANTS A 
FEW WORPS. TRY NOT TO MAKE ‘EM 
FOUR- LETTER ONES, ASSHOLE. I 
GOTA HELL OFA 
BIG STICK 
HERE. 


HOPE I'm 
NOT INTERRUPTING 
YOUR WAH we WHAT D'YOU 
CALL THAT ANYWAY? 


OCCUPATIONAL = 
THERAPY? 


Bae SURE. ALL IT TAKES| 
: OMBINATONOF 
WERE GOING Topo ELEMENTS, A BIT 
(OOTH y OF PERSUASION, 
ABHOE POLENTINANDA ALITTLE MIS- 
1 
COPY OF ‘NATIONAL DIRECTION OF 


GEOGRAPHIC'2 \ 3 ATTENTION. 


THIS DUME 
IMPLICIT IN 
THE DESIGN OF ANY 
PRISON IS THE MEANS: 
OF ESCAPE FROM 
THAT PRISON. THAT'S 


WHAT I THINK, 
LIEUTENANT, 


YOU CAN 
MAKE PEOPLE ACCEPT 
ANYTHING A& ANYTHING } 
. ELSE. s 
> smevt THe 
FLOWERS? FEEL THE 
BREEZE? HEAR THE WATE 
FALL? BELIEVE IT'S YOUR 
LIFE? 
IT'S ALL A HOAX, 
LIEUTENANT. 


THE SUNLIGHT 
BARE BliLe CN PoLieuED 
TIN. THE FREGH SMELL OF 5 . Y WOULON'T NY 
CLEAN WATER IS RESIDUAL \ (YOU LIKETO 
PEPPERMINT PASTE ON THE \ KNOW, 
TOOTHBRUSH. THE VISUALS 
ARE COURTESY OF ‘NATION- 3 LEMME ASK 
AL GEOGRAPHIC’ AND YOU SOMETHING, 
YOUR OWN RESPONSES HOAXER: WHAT'S 
TO THE COVER THE BIGGEST HOAX 
PHOTOGRAPH. YOu EVER PULLED, 


PEOPLE SAY 
TO MEW UMM FANS, 
THEY SAY TOME SOME- 
TIMES», UHH »» WHERE DO 
YOU GET YOUR IDEAS 
FROM? FUCK! THIS IS 

REALLY KICKING 

IN. 


YEAH 1 FOR 
THE SONGS... WHERE 
OI GET MY IDEAS FOR 
MY SONGS,..YEAH 1 


ABOUT LOVE, YOu \ 


WRITE ABOUT LOVE, 
YOU SING ABOUT 


OH, WATCH OUT, 


MY DAD'S 
SHOUTING AT MY 
MUM, MY GIRLFRIENDS. 
SHOUTING AT ME. 
IT'S THE SAME OLD 
SHIT. IT NEVER 
STOPS. 


WHY DOES 


SCARY? WHERE 
DO |DEAS COME 
FROM? WHY |S THAT 

S01 UMM oe 
SCARY? 


THAT'S 
NOTA REAL 


ACTUALLY 
FEELING 
(TL 


|Z JUST LETHER WALK 

OUT, MAYBE I CAN 

GET A SONG OUT 
OF IT. 


“NO MATTER HOW 


"LT CAN'T HEAR... CHRIST! THAT YOUFIT FELT 

LIKE YEARS. IT WAS OUT THERE FOR YEARS. 

DIP THAT GIRL GET RAPED OR DID SHE TURN 

INTO THE SISTER OF SATAN ANP KILL EVERY- 
ONE? I WISH I'0 SEEN THAT. 


"HELLOZARE YOU 
STILL THERE? 
"WAS L TELLING YOU ABOUT THOSE POLITICAL BOOKSHORS| 
MY DAD USED TO TAKE ME TO? WHAT WAS I SAYING 


"THOSE TERRIBLE BAN-THE-BOMBZINES; WHEN 
YOU'RE A KID THEY TUST LOOK LIKE COMICS AT 
FIRST BUT THEY'RE NOT. ITS ALLSCREAMING Vf 
HIROSHIMA FACES, BURNING CITIES. 


"T USED TO IMAGINE GOD WAS A SKELETON AND} 
THE THUNDER WAS THE SOUNP OF HIS BIG, BLACK } 
IRON TRAIN. WAR, APOCALYPSE 11, 


“THEY WERE LIKE. 
COMICS FROM HELL. 

IT REALLY FUCKED E 

ME UP... WHAT 2 see N Cate lines 


THING REALLY 
FUCKED ME Ui 


“IMAGINE THE LIGHT OF 
MISSILES IN THE RAIN. 


"PEOPLE SLEEPING IN THEIR BEDS. PETS WHINING. 
IMAGINE HAVING TO THINK ABOUT THAT SHITALL. 
THE TIME WHEN YOU'RE A LITTLE KI. 


“EVEN MUM ANP DAD WERE 


"CONSTANT TERROR 
SCARED OF THE BOMB. WHAT 
COULD YOU DO? WHERE COULD PORUING ESTHET 
YOU RLUNZ HORRIBLE CREATURES 


FROM THE SUBWAY 
WERE WEARING MY 
FARENTS' SKINS. 


“NOWHERE WAS SAFE. 


THERE WAS NO ONE “L ee bd Goa ABOUT 
r YOU COULD TRUST, E THe F THE WORLD ALL 
"FIRST TIME T READ THE WORD KNEW T SHOULON'T THE TIME, IT PEAKED WHEN 
OBLIVION’ WAS INA COMIE HAVE READ THOSE I WAS A TEENAGER, JUST 
STORY : 'THE FLESHLESS “ADULT COMES. LIKE MY COMIC HAB! 


ONES." IT WAS.A BLACK AND 
WHITE COMIC, AN 'ADULT'COMIC. 


yo Sn 


“THAT'S WHAT I REMEMBER ; HOT SUMMER 
NIGHTS, SWELTERING INMY BEDROOM, 
READING COMICS AND DREAMING AND 

“| DRAWING, WHILE LIFE WENT ON OUT- 

& SIDE THE WINDOW. 


TT 


SY 


“IMAGINE A JAIL CELL, YEAHFA FALLOUT SHELTER, 
WHERE THE WALLS ARE COVERED WITH $0 MANY 
DRAWINGS YOU CAN'T TELL IT'S A PRISONANY- 
MORE. IT'S S50 BRIGHT ANP COLORFLIL; SEXY 
GIRLS, HANDSOME MUSCLEMEN, ADVENTURE. 


C : 
"YOU START TO FORGET IT'S 
NOT REAL. YOU DON'T REALIZE 
THE WORLO'S ENDED FOR YOU, 


U 


"HOT DAYS AND NIGHTS IN JAIL, (RAWING THUNDER 
GIRL _WITH HER TITS HANGING OUT OF HER TOPOR| 
SUPERNOVA MASTURBATING WITH THE LIGHT-UP 
ENO OF HER SOLAR-SCEPTER. 


\ “wHo neers 


“THE WORLD DIP END. SOMETHING HAPPENED TO ME, 
SOMETHING WORSE THAN THE BOMG, ANC IT ALL PIED. 
| (TS JUST TAKEN ME THIS LONG TOCATCH LP 


“NOW THE SUPERHEROES ARE AS FUCKED-UPAS 
THE FUCKING REJECTS WHO WRITE ABOUT 
THEM AND DRAW THEM AND READ ABOUT 
THEM. ALL THE HEROES ARE IN THERAPY AND 
THERE'S NO ONE LEFT TO CARE ABOUT US. 


Saving the world sure does get more 
complicated all the time. In the Old days, 
Id have found uy missing ally, The ‘Fact,’ 


had a team-up against $hacKerao or bector |) i 
NH Vague and made it back home in time fora alia | & 
i date with my girlfriend, Polores. we 3 
qf ? q A ; 
i) Bessel , 


hfs avn abl 
> E 


| 


And if I couldn't get a 
distress signal fo the 
4egion of Legions, the 
ultimate supérteam, 
Earth would perish. 


Se 


Strange how the 
Sewers seemedso 
Much darker than 
when I fought Lars 
torus’ worm 
Warriors here. 
Strange how T 
found myself 
questioning my own 
Sanity and trying 
to find rational 
explanations for 
past weira 
aaventures, 


LI sure coula have 
used the powers or 
Walter Ego's K-Ray 
Mind down there--he 
once reasoned thar, 
i complete darkness, 
People and objects 
Would cast shadows 
Of clear light and it 
Was this deeply-held 
conviction thar 
allowed him tosee 

in the dark. 


emia our ems Ann 


Now I was knee-deep ina conspiracy to \y 9 

destroy the world. had totind the tele- so 
Port tube that would take me to the ; 
headquarters of the ultimate superteam. |} 


il ) 


MY POWERS OF MUSCLE 
MYSTERY ARE USELESS IN 
THIS CRAZY WORLD WHERE 
MENTAL GLADIATORS MEET 
INA CLASH OF IDEAS! 


IF WALTER-EGO CAN'T 
DEFEAT THE ALIEN TREE- 
WARRIOR, EARTH WILL 
BECOME JUST ONE MORE 
TRINKET IN THEIR 
CABINET OF TINY 
WORLPS! 


THINK AS 
HARD AS YOU 

LIKE, EARTHMAN, 
YOU'LL NEVER BE 
MY INTELLECTUAL 
EQUAL/ 


RO 


Skul FOrtunately, Ld Kept the 
Syringe containing the mystery 
arug Krystal, hoping to have it 
analyzed inan attémpt to 
prevent the deaths of more 

youngsters. 


| We 
fl 


There they were, 


wavering and uncertain, 
like figures Seen ina 
aream 


Were theya 
farge and well- 


1S FOR 'APULT 
SUPERHEROES: 


Nevertneles: 
I Knew for 
hh 


I should have Known they 
weren't real bombs. The 
bombs that Faculty x Use 
destroy not objects but 
certainties. 


“IMAGINE VAMPIRE AMAZONS IN WETLOOK THONGS... 
A SHY SECRETARY STRIPPING DOWN TO HER BLACK 
VINYL COSTUME .., GLUNSMOKE AND SPENT CAPS 
AND MULTIBOY IN HIS NEW FLICKING COSTUME! 


© 


"Sa 

“THAT'S WHAT IT'S ALL 

ABOUT. THAT'S WHY 
WHAT?" 


I'M FLEX ~ 
MENTALLO..: NO, 
NO,HE'S A SUPERHERO, 
IMAGE HIM UP WHEN 
IWASAKID.. 


NO...I JUST 
FEEL SICK AND... 
UMM... ISORGANIZED, 
T SHOULDN'T BE ON THIS 
WORL?, I'VE BEEN BORN 
ON THE WRONG FUCKING 
PLANET, IT'S 


AH 
THERE'S A 
GIRL ON my 


I'M GETTING 
40 SICK OF THIS. 
ARE YOU GOING 
TO VO THE 
USUAL AND JUST 
SIT THERE SAY- 
ING NOTHING? 


WHY 
DON'T YOU SAY 
ANYTHING? 


YOU NEVER SAYY 
ANYTHING, 


7 bs 
MUST HAVE 
FORGOTTEN 
MY WORD, 
FUCK! 


WHAT'S THE 
MAGIC WORD? THATS 
WHAT I NEED TO KNOW... 
THE WORD.,, THE WORD THAT 
TURNS YOU FROM A STUPIP 
BOY TO A SUPER- 


‘ TILE ME INA BIRD'S | 
sx BOAT, LOST ON, [>= 


THERE ARE 
PEOPLE IN THIS ALLEY 
+ WATCHING ME. I'M NOT 
“WHAT'S WOR: JUST HALLUCINATING THEM. 
THAN THE BOMB: Si THEY'RE ALWAYS WATCHING 
= ME BUT NOW I CAN SEE 
THEM. 


aC 


HIS NAME'S PETER. MY WIFE CALLED 


FACT I6, THE FISH GOTCHANGED 
HIM PETER. HIM, HER, HOW SHOULD 


MORE OFTEN THAN THE WATER, 
I KNOW? HE'S A GODDAMN FISH 
ANO HIS NAME'S PETER. 


Guess 
THAT'S MY 
SHE LOVED THAT ah eey 
FISH. I COULDN'T TELL 
HER WHEN HE DIED 50 I 
HADDA RUN TO THE PET STORE 
AND BUY A NEW ONE, I LOST 
COUNT AFTER PETER 


YOU OKAY 
NUMBER FIVE, 


THERE? 


YOU GOT HERE, 
LIEUTENANT, 


FUCKING PATRONIZE 
ME. THE PLACE AIN'T FIT 
FOR PIGS SINCE MY 
WIFE DIED. 


THINGS YOU 


I'M NOT 
SURE WHY YOU. 
CALL ITA COPS 
INTUITION IF 
YOU WANT. 


EYE OF THE YOU HEAR THAT? THERES NO- 
BEHOLDER, HARRY. WHERE TO RUN AND HIDE ANY 
MAYBE I SEE 


MORE. WE GOTTA STAND UP. 
FOR SOMETHING. 


I WANT 
YOU TO HELP 
ME FIND FLEX 
MENTALLO, 


HE CAN'T 
SAVE THE WORL? 
ON HIS OWN. 


BOILING ... 
MOON 
BLEEDING... 
LZEIES, 


THINK I'VE EVER 
SAVED THE WORLD 
BEFORE. 


BENICE 
TOTRY. 


CHECK YOUR 
COAT, SIR? 


ie . " 
. Strange thunders, | Breathing the narcotic 
5 goes a ae ana on ised) the ceiling, vapors of pene! a 
lashes wirklit avengers. Inhaling ghost: 

HERCULES! light and old ioe qinier blue aod, Es 

superspeed beings incense and ectoplasm 
mated with their Ow? aneurling inte my brain... 

afterimages. = 


Beads of sweat broke 
out almost immediately. 
The underground 
palace was too hot, 
the air thick with 
sweet smoke and 
eracKling ozone. 


Things begin to get blurry and strange. There are people 
everywhere, Wedring clothes like the flags of undiscovered 
countries. $U0 emblems, clouds and lightning bolts, 
flaming hearts. 


2| The Night Nun, ia 
white leather, | © 


| Grasshopper 
Girl and 
Skyline and 
Vampirexxx. 


jue and powder-pink teen ult 
ling. ord raps ren ing,# BUBBLEBATH! 
baths with champagi THAT'S WHAT 
ITS ALL ABOUT IN THE 
END. WHEN YOU COME RIGHT 
DOWN TOIT. LUSCIOUS SNAKE 
BITCHES IN REP RUBBER, 
SEXY TELEPATHS STRIPPING 
YOUR MIND NAKED, 
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| Whar it's allabour: 

| power- porn, for 
retards. Vigilantes 
racking up the 

| poay count. Rape 
$2enes and cut- 


Oréa Junior ina Suit of 
Skintight black and 
white plastic writhing on 
the polished leather 
Seats of a black and 
Chrome amphibious 
dream mobile with 
lantern headlamps and 
Jagged dorsals. 


Fetish areams of 
flying women and 
boy hypersiuts. 


Knots, gicl avengers with 
bondage suits dna bandoliers. 


All trapped here in the between THE QUERY. THE 
room, superpowered hopefuls, HUMAN MIND. 
unable to make it past these 

halls to the secret satellite HO 
of the ultimate superteam. 


Of the Legion of Legions 

itself, there are onl 

whispers -- eerie names on 
the night wind. 


Intelligent 
alloye 
flowing and 
mel tire 
across | 
S$huddering 
flesh, form- 


(ng pleasure 
Mor 


vid coer aeuiie inten THE BLUE BLONDE. 
inky girls and ha iB 
boys the crime and EVE STRANGE! 
punishment: 


it's what Keeps me 
coming back tor 
More.That and not 


having a girlfriend, 


MANOOIO THE 
MYSTERIOUS. 
DAD'S 

PHANTOMS. 
THE BLAZER. 


There's Microbella stripping on a microscope 
Slide, Theres Zooman in the parinem cage, 
There's. the Blood Group snuff video-- wateh 


Me B,Mi56O and Rhesus take On two minor 
supervillains in a deserter 


dd barr. If you ever 
wondered what a human face would (00k like 
after tangling with Rhesus' corrosive claws, 
today’s your"lucky day/ 7 


And more.A swarm of bee- 
women operating with 
one Mind, aimed their 
guns and strafedmy 
face with 


aphrodisiac 
stings. 
NF Kk 


4ET ME CONTACT 

THE LEGION OF 

LEGIONS OR... 
OR... 


The Greatest 
Heroes Of count- 
(ess alternative 
Earths,the ones 
who made it 


past the traps. 


The last best 
| hope for a 
doomed world. 


Zap! Pow! LOOK out! 
Comiés aren't just for 
kKid& anymore’, 


Fuck it. MULTIPLE 
UNIVERSES CON- 
VERGING! 


HE'S SEEN 
ME! OH FUCK,I 
DON'T WANT TO DIE J 
YET. 


"BECAUSE, LISTEN! WHEN ITALL 

COMES DOWN TO IT, HOWCOULD 

YOU LOVE ANYBODY THE WAY 
YOU LOVED THUNDERGIRL? 


“YOU TRY AND IT'S LIKE HEAVEN. — 


“BUT IT'S ONLY LIKE HEAVEN. 


(IT. THEY FLL 
THOSE COMIC: 
LLY FUCK YOU 


SOMETHING 


eae, WORSE THAN 


THE BOMB! 


I'M BLING... 


TURNING TO. 

ASH...IT'S HERE 

ITS... SOMEBODY HELP 

ME, IT'S 100 BIG 
TO. 


if a) BUT I'VE 


/MPLODING! | 


STILL GOT THINGS 
TOEXPLAIN! L 
WAS ALMOST 
THERE! 


“IT WASN'T A DREAM IT WAS REAL «THIS 
WAS FUCKING REAL m I REMEMBER IT L THE WASH-HOLSE. 
NOW.,, IT WASN'T A WASH- 
: HOUSE... 


SEE WHO'S HOLDING MY HAN... \ SCARED, 
I'M NOT SCARED.,. EVEN IF IT'S JUST LET ME 
MY UNCLE 1, OR FUCKING ET... i! DIE I OON'T 
EL a Me } WANT TO.., 


1S FUCKING 
(IMPOSSIBLE. 


WELCOME TO... 
WHAT SHALL WE 
CALL ITS 


"WHERE- 
YOU-GET- YOUR- 
IDEAS." 


REMEMBER 2 


J "4 
> amet 
Ke 


MINIMISS IS RIGHT. 


MY POWER OF 
'THIRD SIGHT' GAVE US SOME 
WARNING THAT THIS CATAS- 

TROPHE WAS ABOUT TOOZCUR, 
BUT WE STILL HAVE ONLY ONE 
SHOT.IF THIS PLAN FAILS, 
REALITY DIES AT DAWN. 


THE POLYVERSE 
FACES COMPLETE ANM/- 
HILATION. ENDLESS PARALLEL 
REALITIES CONSUMED BY A 

FORCE BEYOND UNDERSTAND. 
ING--THE VILLAIN KNOWN 
ONLY AS" THE ABSOLUTE. 

THE ENP OF ALL LIFE 
EVERYWHERE. 


I GUESS WE'RE 
READY. 


HONEY? 


DOES IT REALLY 
MATTER WHETHER WE'RE 
READY OR NOT? THIS IS 
THE ONLY CHANCE 
WE'RE GOING TO 
GET. 


WE DON'T HAVE 
MUCH TIME. 


NANOMAN 7 
MINIMISS 2 


WE CAN'T , " 
LET IT FAIL. WE'RE 50 ea he 
THE LEGION OF "I KNOW WE'VE 
LEGIONS... HAD OUR DIFFERENCES 


AND IN THE PAST, NANOMAN, BUT...WELL... 
HUMANITY'S- YOU KNOW WHAT I'M SAYING, MAN. ANG. 
i COUNTING ON US bh GOOD LUCK. IT'S ALL DOWN GODSPEED, MY 
0 SAVE THE TO YOU NOW. TEENSY- WEENSY 


FRIENDS. 


, Now York, NY 10019. Ce 
ark of DC Comics. The so 
) 527-4040; 


OKAY! OKAY! 
LET'S GO/ 


I'LL ALWAYS: 
LOVE You. 


THEY'VE GONE! INTO THE 
MICRO-INFINITE! Ow TS UP 
5 TOUS. 
40RD 


LIMBO!THE TELE- 
PORTER! 


IT'S FINISHE?,., EARTH |S 
FINISHED... 
I WATCHED THE 
MOON TURN REP AN? 
CRUMBLE IN THE SKY/I SAW 
THE SEAS BOILING... 


LOOK 
ATT. “THE, 
ABSOLUTE." 


RISING 
LIKE THE DAWN. 
NOTHINGNESS EATING 
THE UNIVERSE, EATING 
EVERYTHING. A 


(T'S FINALLY 
HAPPENING AND WE 
CAN'T PO ANYTHING TO 
STOP If, I COULD RUN AND 
RUN ATL/GHT-SPEED BUT 
THERE'S NOWHERE LEFT 


NO MORE SKY... OCEANS SEETHING... EVERYONE 
SCREAMING AT ONZE ... THERE'S NOTHING... NOTHING 
WE CAN 00... LADY LIMBO AND MEGALASS CHECK- 


a5 


We CANTSTOP MY COUNTERPART, 
IT,6-WHIZ, BUT MANDOO THE MYSTERIOUS | 
WE CAN USE OF REALITY GAMMA, 
(tf MANAGED TO TELL US THAT 
MUCH BEFORE H/S uNI- 
VERSE WAS DESTROYED, WE 
HAVE TO OPEN A DEFECT 
ENVELOPE INTO "THE 
ABSOLUTE" AND 
MAIL OURSELVES 
INTO A NEW KIN? 
OF REALITY! 


I'VE CONTAINE? 
A FRACTION OF OUR NOW ITS 
ENEMY INONE OF UP TONANOMAN 
My HUBBLE- AND MINIMISS TO SEED 
BUBGLES/ "THE ABSOLUTE" AND 
PLANT THE ULTRA- 
HYPNOTIC CODE 
WORD! 


THE SEED 
1S PLANTED. IF 
THIS WORKS, WE'LL MEET 
AGAIN oe OTHER 


AND THERE'S 


NEVER SHRUNK 
50 FAR ...NEVER 0 SMALL... 
WE'RE ENTERING THE QUANTASPHERE... 
THE FUNDAMENTAL STATE OF BEING .. 
T LOVE YOU... CAN'T THINK MORE.. 
LOVE .., ALWAYS... 


EMERGENCY 

STATIONS! 15- 
INTEGRATION 
CODE INFRARED! 


IN YOUR MINDS! THE 
KEY IS THE MAN IN 


HOLD THAT 


THE MOON! 


ENGINE 
FAILURE! WE'RE 
GOING DOWN! 


STRAP YOUR- TS 
SELVES IN, BRACE NOT DEATH. 
YOURSELVES. IT'S SOMETHING 
NEW, 


LIMBO, YOU 
AIN'T MAKIN! ITANY 
EASIER! 


TO BECOM 
FICTI 


210 
MENTALLO 
VO THIS? 


MENTALLOS A BOY 
SCOUT. MY GUESS IS 
FACULTY X DID IT. THEY 
WANT HIM TOGO ON, 


P THEY'RE 
CONTROLLING 
EVERYTHING, 


SN 


WHAT 
SY THE HELL /S 
THAT THING, 


us 
YOU GO IN 


THROUGH THE 
VOOR. 


I THINK ITS 
ATELEPORTER. 
MENTALLO WENTON 
THROUGH HERE,IM A 
SURE OF IT 
THIS 6 THE 
WAY, LIEUTENANT. 
THIS IS WHERE WE 
by HAVE TOGO, 


z D 

KNOW IF I CAN HANDLE 

THIS, SHIT, HOW AM I GONNA 
GO IN THERE 7 


WANT TO HELP SAVE THE WORLD, J 
YOU HAVE TO TAKE THE ROUGH, 


ENTOY IT NY 
WHILE YOU ZAN AND 

LET'S HOPE MENTALLOS 
OUT THERE AHEAD 


WHAT'S THE 
PROBLEM? 


JESUS 
CHRIST 
ALMIGHTY, 

M NUTS! 


AFTER THE ‘FACT 
PART FOUR 
We aR all UFOs 


“al or 
<4 i 
Be: 
Kk 
= 2 4 } 
VAY = * \ Cn 1 
= A \ 
‘ vieicss 
> \ it Nossy 
a Yin Nl 


My search formy old 
CHAR buddy, 
The Fadt,' had definitely 

taken S0me unexpected 


turns. 


One minute I was trapped in 
a subterranean pleasure 
Palace tor ‘adult’ heroes 
and the next... weleven I'M 
not sure what happened next. 


I remember struggling 
towards the teléport 
tube, thats for sure, 
and then there were 
Men io hats and coats-- 
Faculty x. 


They cleared a way tothe transporter 
and as the glasS door hissed shut, [saw 
all those wéird superpeople screaming 
with rage. Then they... well, [mashamed 
Te say they turned on one another 


The silent.assassin called Deathtrappist 


pulled out is oti 


78. The Kill Klaw Kian 


snarled and opened his trench coat... 


unsheathed their talons. Sarge sauvage b | 


TOO LATE. 


The end was drawing near. 
j J 
% | 


HELLO, ARE YOU 
THERE? ARE YOU STILL 
THERE? 


SOME- 
THING FUNNYS 
HAPPENED, 


Ne 
BIT WEIRE,..T 
FEEL A BIT... 


UNDERSTANP 
HOW COME I'M 
STILL ALIVE. 


TALKING ABOUT 
THE SUPERHEROES... 
IT WASN'TALIENS IT 

WASN'TABUBE.... 


I WA: 
ABDUCTED 
BY SUPER- 


THE ONES 
FROM THE 
com 


CS.. 
THEY'RE 
AL. 


TE 
USE YOUR 
e BINOCULARS, 


YOU'LL SEE 
IT BETTER, 


ak 
REMEMBER 
THIS DREAM. 
I WAS Just 
AKIP. 


INTHE DREAM 

T Met THIS MAN WITH 

STRIPEY TROUSERS AND T 

GAVE HIM MY BINOCULARS 

AND? HE LOOKED THROUGH 
THEM AND SAIC... WX bo 


"THEY ESCAPED FROM 'THE ABSOLUTE! BUT THE 

PLAN WENT WRONG, REALITY WAS FLAWED FROM 

THE BEGINNING. I MEAN, HAVEN'T YOU EVER 
FELT LIKE THERE'S SOMETHING MISSING? 


“THEY WANT TO COME 
BACK HOME, WECAN 
SAVE THE WORLD IF 
WE CAN JUST... L 
CAN JUST REMEMBER 
MY MAGIC WORE... 
WHAT?.,,, 


"NO, THE WORLD 
DOESN'T HAVE TO 
BE THE WAY IT 16, 
WE CAN BE THEM. 


“IT'S THEIR. WORLD THAT'S REAL ,NOT THISONE. 
OUR ENTIRE UNIVERSE 16 A BUBBLE INSIDE 
THIS... BEING CALLED 'THE ABSOLUTE’... YEAH. 


"SEE, WE MADE THE COMICS BECAUSE WE KNEW. 
SOMEHOW WE KNEW SOMETHING WAS MISSING 


AND WE TRIED TO FILL THE GAP WITH STORIES: 
ABOUT GOPS ANP 


SUPERHEROES «., 
“BUT THEY'RE COMING 


BACK, TO SAVE THE 
WORLD, THEY TOLP ME. 


b7 Flex Mentallo’ 
in trouble. 


WHAT? HE 
SAIP "FLEX 
MENTALLO." THAT'S. 
WHAT L'VE BEEN 
TALKING ABOUT. I 
MACE HIM UP BUT 
THIS LITTLE KID 
SAYS HE'S 
HERE, 


THE 
ULTIMATE 
PATHETIC TRUTH 
IN PATHETIC 
EXISTENCE. 


“NANOMAN, HE SAIC. AND MINIMISS, LIKE 
S| IN THE COMICS. THE COMICS ARE JUST, LIKE, 
CRUDE ATTEMPTS TO REMEMBER THE 
TRUTH ABOUT REALITY ANC..." 


Por 


it's just that I wasn't CHC ei 
anymore where Id made it 


700 LATE. \__ 


THE LEGION 
OF LEGIONS IS LONG 
GONE. T TRAPPED THEM 


IN THE HEART OF THE DOG. 


STAR. BOW- WOW- 
WOW! 


WHEN 
YOU'RE LOST 
JN yeas hae} {ee 

COG, yOu 61 


Teen 
VLLAIN. 


THIS PLACE IS MINE NOW. THE CREATIVE ENGINES, 
HERE ON THE SATELLITE HAVE BEEN MINE TO 
CONTROL FOR QUITE SOME TIME. 
I MADE YOu, FLEX.I MADE YOUR 
WHOLE SAQ SCABBY LITTLE 
WORLD TO'ENTERTAIN MY- 
SELF WITH ANP NOW I'M 

GOING 12 DESTROY 


FACE RINGS 
ABELL. WEREN'T EVER POieitT Me 
BEFORE, FLEX. 


Pian VIETMAN 7 


I CAN'T BE FOUGHT. 
I CAN'T BE REASONEP with. 
YOUR FRIEND, THE "FACT,"LEARNED 
THAT WHEN HE MET ME. 


NOW HE'S 
GONE. T,,.SPREAD 
AND TWISTED HIM 
BACKWARPS AND FOR- 
WARDS THROUGH TIME 
AND SPACE. HOW 
PECULIAR HE MUST 
HAVE SEEMED IN HIS- 
MAD EFFORTS TO 
GUIDE YOU HERE. 


THAT'S RIGHT. 
FACULTY X Ib 
NOTHING MORE THAN 
THE "FACT,"DISPLACED 
THROUGH TIME. 


I HAVE 
SOMETHING 
ELSE TO SHOW, 

YOU. 


ot & 
ce orem! THAn) 


HE LEFT 
THATCART. 
IT’S WHAT MAGE 


THE "FACT" /SN'T, 
IMAFRAIC. 


T'LL KILL THE 
WORLP.,. RIP 
ITUPLIKE 
PAPER...BOMB 
IT BACK TO 
DEAD DUST. 
YOU'VE 
FAILED 


WE 
CAN CALL IT 
ASYMBOL OF 
THE AGE, THE 
HOUSE THAT 
TZ eur. 


YOUR WORLD ISN'T REAL, 
FLEX. IT'S JUST A CHEAP 
REPLICA, AN IMAGINARY 
STORY, BARELY FIT TO. 
AMUSE CHILDREN AND. 
ILLITERATES. I'M HERE 
TOBRING S50ME 


mM 


IGOTSIX : ) 
CHAMBERS OF SEMI- 
JACKETED REALISM AIMED 
RIGHT AT YOUR SEA OF 
TRANQUILITY. y 


SEE, ON ONE PARALLEL EARTH My PILL 
BOTTLE HAP PARACETAMOL IN IT, ON 
THE OTHER, IT HAD M4M. ALL I've 
GOT TO DO IS DECIDE WHICH ONE 
MON. I'M ONLY DYING IF 

TOOK THE PILLS... 


LISTEN, I REALLY 
APPRECIATE YOU TALKING 
TO ME FOR 50 LONG...NO 
WONDER THEY CALL YOU 
SAMARITANS. YOU 
MUST JUST.,, 


222K... 
THE LEGIONOF 
LEGIONS IS TRYING 
TO GET THROUGH... 
BZzzK 


SE] 
WHAT THE FUCK WAS IT? 
THE LEGION OF 
LEGIONS. OH SHIT. 


I WENT IN THROUGH 
THE CASTLE IN THE GOLD- 
FISH BOWL, THAT WAS IT. 
RIGHT INTO MY HEAL INTO 
EVERYBODY'S HEAR 


S| “AND THEY TOLD 
ME THE SECRET 
ORIGIN OF 
EVERYTHING, ” 


SINCE WE 
CAME TO LIVE IN THE 
IMAGINATION, WE'VE BEEN 
CREATING AND TRANSMITTING 
CERTAIN IPEAS DIRECTLY 
INTO YOUR REALITY. 


HOW CROOKED. 
AND STRANGE YOUR 
WORLD SEEMS TOUS! 
SOMETHING... SOMETHING 
HAS GONE WRONG. T'LL 
TRY 10 EXPLAIN 


“IT WAS NANOMAN 
AND MINIMI5S."' 


FROM THE GROUND LIP. THEY'RE EVERYWHERE AND EVERY- 
WHEN SIMULTANEOUSLY. WE'RE MADE OF THEM! 


es 


"BUT IT WAS TOO MUCH, HE TOLD ME; THE SHOCK OF IT. THEY 
WENT INTO SOME KINP OF FUCKING QUANTUM COMA, RIGHT 2 
ute - 4 


) A A EE I A 
"THEY WEREN'T ALIVE AND THEY WEREN'T DEAD {mia 
ANP NEITHER WAS THE LINIVERGE. THE LEGION 
OF LEGIONS COULON'T COME BACK UNTIL 

Wiz RAL 
“UNTIL. WE DECIDEPONE WAYOR 


THE OTHER. THEY WANT US To BELIEVE ry 
THE UNIVERSE INTO LIFE.” | A 


WE ARE WAITING IN THE STAR SIRIUS, 
WHICH I5 AN INTERIOR STAR. WE'RE 


I CAN'T Be 
AFRAID: BEFORE IT POLIS, KTM LOSIN IY FUCKING 
y NEUTROPOLIS, THE f IM LOSING MY it 
WAG A BOMBS THE BOMB: GLOOMY CANYONS OF MINP. 
WAS ANIZEA: SATELLITE CITY, THE LITTLE 
A ORPHANAGE IN FARUILLE, 
My) THE PLAZAS AND MONO- T TOOK 
RAL AR ARCH HAY, PILLS ANC ALL THE 


CHARACTERS I READ 
ABOUT AND THE ONES 
I MADE UP ARE DYING 
NO WITH ME. THATS ALL. 
MORE BARRIERS Ei (COOK PILLS. 
BETWEEN THE 
REAL ANP THE 
IMAGINARY. " 


UH, 
MAYBE T WAS 
DROP WRONG ABOUT 
THE FUCKING FACULTY X BEING 
ROCK! BEHIND ITALL, 
HARRY, MY HOAK- 
SENSE |S 


JANGLING... 


WHOSE STORY 
/& THIS, HARRY? THIS 
IMAGINARY STORY. NOT. 
YOURS. 


THE HOAKER 
HOAKED! 
GET WITH THE 


JESUS! 


LOVED 
MY WIFE, YOU 
FUCK! WHAT 


GODDAMN! 


THERE |S : 
NO LOVE IN TI VY _POIT/HARRY. 
Moers DOIT FOR ALLOF 
a ae us. 


LET'S HEAR THE SENTIMENTAL 
FISH STORY AGAIN, HARRY. THE 
LITTLE ACT OF KINDNESS. 


ONE MORE 
TIME BEFORE 
I MAKE YOu 
GRIEVE 50 HAR? 
THERE'S ONLY ONE 
WAY OUT FORA 
GRIZZLED OLD. 
WARHORSE LIKE 
YOU, HUH? 


THAT'S RIGHT! 
BLAM! 


HOAXES THE 
HOAXER 


KNOW WHAT 
Z THINK? 


I THINK YOU WANT. : 

EVERYONE TO BE DEA? BECAUSE 

LOOKING AT LIFE MAKES YOU REALIZE WHAT 

YOU'RE MISSING. ONLY A BITTER LITTLE ADOLESCENT 
BOY COULD CONFUSE REALISM WITH PESSIMISM. 


WELL, THANK FUCK FOR 
j PATHETIC 
MUSCLE MYSTERY. DUMerouee 
SO NOW YO FANTASIES FOR 
IT'S NOT | LONELY WANKERS WHOVE 
" HAP 20 MUCH SAND 
WHAT? IT DOESN WRB ic Kl IN THEIR FACES 
MATTER Te \ THEY LOOK LIKE THE 
\ ALL SHIT! OPENING EREDIT6 OF 
_ "LAWRENCE OF 


LOOK AT YOU!A HALF- 
NAKED MUSCLEMAN IN 
TRUNKS. WHAT'S THAT 
SUPPOSED TO 
SIGNIFYZ 


SURE. I'MA 
SUPERHERO. 


CLEVER'S A 
FINE THING, BUT 
SOMETIMES A BOY 
JUST NEEDS TOGET 
OUT OF THE HOUSE 
AND MEETSOMEGIRLS. 


I MADE THE 
WORLD 70 END. 


I JUST WANT 
0 BE THE LAST 


WHAT HAVE T DONE? IT'S NOT IFLCAN 
THE APOCALYPSE HELP IT. 


"T WAS M+Ms. 


"WHY SHOULD I WANT TOCOMMIT SUICIDE? 

I'VE GOT A BRILLIANT LIFE. IT WAS HIM. 

IT WAS ME AGED/6. HE'D HAVE KILLEPME 
iF IT WASN'T FOR FLEX. 


"I MUST HAVE KNOWN WHEN I MADE HIM UF: 
T MUST HAVE KNOWN WHEN I WAS LITTLE. 
FLEX WOULD NEVER LET LIS DOWN. 


“FUCK TM REALLY... TM) TRIPPING LIKE ... SOME- 
THING'S HAPPENING. SOME- 


i GO%OU 
THING REALLY AMAZINGS Sy! BELIEVE IN 
ABOUT TO HAPPEN." SUPERHEROES? RE 


IMAGINE IT 


IMAGINE THE 
Y TECHNOLOGY.,.THEIR 
LO” cui TURE IMPACTING WITH 
OURS... PREAMATRONS AND 
BOOM SHOES, PARASPACE- 
SUITS ANPOMNISCOPES.,, 
IMAGINE THE MUSIC WE 
COULD MAKE .., ULTRA- 
SONICS .... INFRA 
Ea) 


NANOMANMINL 
MI5SNANOMISS 
MINIMANIMANO 


"IT WAS TUST THE LIGHT I READMY COMICS |_ EVERYTHIN oy IF YOU COULD JUST FEEL IT. 
Y. THE MIAN-IN- THE-MOON, T MEAN. COMING ALI THIS IS WHAT IT MUST BE LIKE 
EVERYTHING'S TO BE A SUPERHERO, YOU 
“THE 1S THE MAN-IN- SIARTING TO KNOW? HEARING OTHER 
ion Ieee é h, | GLOW, HA! UNIVERSES CHAFING 
ALL THESE MAD IDEAS c : AGAINST OURS. 
COMING FROM 2 s 


"I HAVE TO SEE MYGIRLFRIEND. I HAVE TOTELL 
HER IT WAS ALL JUST STUPID. T HAVE TO TELL HER..." 


LOVE YOU ALWAYS 
Love You! 


SOMETHING 
I SAIp? 


HELLOZIS 
ANYBODY... 


/ 
OH SHIT, 


NO 
BATTERIES. 


THE 
WORLD DOESNT 
STAND A CHANCE, 
MENTALLO. THEY WONT 
COME. WHY SHOULD 
THEY COME? WHY 
SHOULD THEY 
CARE? 


LOOK AT 
THIS. THOUGHT 
HE HAD ZOAL IN HIS 
HAND BEFORE HE 
DISAPPEARED, BUT 

400K. 


ITS A PIAMONP. 


YOU CAME 
THROUGH FOR ME, 
LIEUTENANT. THEY'LL 
COME TH ueH 


"FACTS 
OUT THERE 
SOMEWHERE 
AND LT KNOW 
WE CAN TRUST 
HIM. 


THE 
DISTRESS 
SIGNAL'S ON 

ITS WAY. 


wy 


ALA 


CHRIST! 


SORRY, MATE. 


THE KEY 1S THE MAN. 
THE MOON. WE ARE 
NOW RETRIEVING THE £7 
GLOBAL ACTIVATING 
CODE FROM YOUR 
ONA CELL 
STRUCTURE. 


x { 
has & 
WELCOME. YOU HAVE BEEN (NHABITING THE, 
7 FIRST ULTRA-POST- FUTURIST COMIC: OS 
CHARACTERS ARE ALLOWED FULL SYN- 
CHROINTERACTION WITH READERS AT 
THIS LEVEL. 


7 aumigHty! 
WHATA 


BRILLIANT 
FUCKING, 


QUARK TLRN, 
ON! ATOMS 
TURN ON! 


Moe. MOLECULES TURN OND ES TURN ON! ob ee 


TM STILL 
HALLUCINATING, 
I MUST BE.., 


FULL SYSTEMS ACTIVATION! 


\ REINTEGRATION CODE ULTRA- 
VIOLET. HYPNO-TRIGGER ACTIVATION 
PREPARE FOR REENTRY. 
\ Z 


Z 


= n 
|W BRACE YOURSELVES FOR, 
TOTAL REALITY 


WHERE DID “3 d 
IT. 


GOPAFTERT... 


THANK YOu 
"OR YOUR 


PARTI“ 
CIATION. 
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Part Two — "Silver Like Our Anniversary, Silver Like the 
Threads in Your Hair. 


‘Superhero comics went through a bad time in the ‘sos, 
forcing frantic publishers to experiment with new genres 
such as Romance, War, Crime and Horror. Titles like 
"Spurious Love Stories,” "Our Violent Fathers,” "Mr. 
Masked Armed Robber” and "Web of Misery” crowded out 
the colorful tales of the costumed adventurers, and it 
seemed that the Golden Age for “long-underwear charac- 
ters" was long over, 

In 1959, however, a new Flex Mentallo returned on the 
cover of Stellar Comics’ "My Greenest Adventure” 159. This 
comic had survived for seven years on one gimmick—all the 
stories revolved around the color green in some way—but 
the novelty was beginning to wear thin, 

“Somebody suggested we bring back some of the old 
superheroes,” Chuck Fiasco recollects, “Of course | laughed 
like a piggy on a stick at that first, but soon I was laughing 
all the way to the piggy bank, Oink! Oink!” 

"My Greenest Adventure” 4159, with the return of Flex 
Mentailo featured on the cover, sold more than any comic 
‘ever, before or since, America’s postwar generation of 
affluent baby-boomers went wild for the new, "way-out” 
heroes, while U.S. servicemen in Korea waged their own 
far-from-fictional, real-life War against Evil. This magical 
era was to be known as the Silver Age of Superheroes and, 
will be remembered as a time of renaissance and creativity. 
New superheroes were being created almost at the speed of 
thought to keep up with the incredible demand and, like his 
contemporaries, the Silver Age Flex inhabited a Brave New 
World of science-fiction adventure. Drawn by Chuck Fiasco 
ac the height of his powers, and written by the man now 
considered to be the definitive Flex Mentallo writer 
(Wallace Sage was an 18-year-old hipster from New York 
who had published two "science fiction” novels, "Sputnik 
Go Beatnik” and "The Pleasure Planet” before turning to 
comics}, the new Flex faced bizarre and hi-tech menaces 
like The Mentallium Man, Uncle Sham, The Tree Men of 
Walzur, Me. Quizmatiz, The Ism and a resurrected Lars 
Lotus. (Sage penned what must surely be the quintessential 
Lotas epic in the two-part "I, Lotus,” in which the 
overweight Grim Guru of Crime finds love in the arms of the 
beautiful Kirby Kosmos only to discover that the light of his 
life is none other than Flex Mentallo transformed by 
Shocking Pink Mentallium into a glamorous actress. 
Hearthroken, Lotus builds his own robot universe and peo- 
ples it with very pretty mechanical ladies.) 

It wasn't long before the Flex Mentallo title was 
relaunched, while in the pages of "My Greenest Aventure” 
the Man of Muscle Mystery was joined by a whole team of 
new superheroes—the Atomic Pile, Mr. 45, The Zipper and 
the "Fact’—as Sage’s stories began to venture into increas- 
ingly more bizarre territory. "The Bride Wore Devil's Eyes, 
"36 Light-Years from Love,” and "Dame Dream's Dream 
Doomss Three!” were all classics of their kind — swirling, 
paranoia-fraught gospel of some unattainable Ultimate 
Truth, 

™L.was baffled,” says Chuck Fiasco. "I knew Wally was 
doing a lot of LSD at the time...in fact, 1 knew everything 
‘because basically we were all doing a lot of LSD at the time. 
I was still tegal then, of course, and we'd usually start every 
day by dipping into the mason jar we'd got from the Sandoz 
company. Many’s the time, believing I could fly or punch 
through walls or chew on broken glass, I've come to withi 
aan inch of my miserable life in one way or another. Acid, all 
day, every day, for four years...Think about it and then go 
read those comic books again.” 

Whatever the source of his inspiration, the years 
between 1960 and 1963 were to witness the full flowering of 


the imaginative talents of Wallace Sage, In his Village loft, 
surrounded by beatniks, flower children, nudists, Buddhis 
Beatles and freaks of every kind, he penned classic after 
classic—"The 8¢h Deadly Sin,” "My Powers For a Dollar!” 
"Hat-Man See! Hat-Man Do!” and the award-winning 
"Challenge of the Lice Olympics!” 

Itall came to an end in November 1963 when Flex 
Mentallo ‘27 featured a story called "Who Stole the 
President's Face?” This uncharacteristically unfunny farce 
dealt with Mr. Quizmatiz’s efforts to embarrass the 
President of the United States by stealing his face and 
attaching i¢ to various animals and pieces of furniture and 
walls and so on, The President himself, unable to see, talk 
or blow his nose, spent much of the issue tripping over his 
dogs, his wife, his brothers and several world leaders, 
including the by-then-long-dead Gandhi, 

“Unfortunately, the President at that time was Jack 
Kennedy," Chuck Fiasco recalls grimly. "How could we have 
known? We thought it was just a funny little story, The 
‘comic had already come back from the printers.” 

In questionable taste to begin with, Flex Mentallo 
"Who Stole the President's Face?” was (o hit headlines and 
achieve worldwide notoriety and condemnation when it was 
Published one day after the shocking assassination of John F. 
Kennedy in Dallas, 

"They wanted to hang us,” says Chuck Fiasco, "They 
were burning us in effigy in thirty states, And yet 
somehow...we bounced right back.” 

The glory days were aver, however. After a few lack- 
luster attempts to creace new characters—the forgettable 
Giggle-O and Pocketman—Wallace Sage dropped out of 
‘comics, becoming an almost mythical figure in the process. 
He never wrote again, and fans have often speculated as to 
his whereabouts and current status, 

"Well, he was the sort of guy who would always land on 
his feet,” Fiasco smiles fondly. "I can just see him now, sit- 
ting on a beach in Hawaii surrounded by beautiful girls and 
sipping a pia colada, Good old Wally, the guy's an inspira- 
tion to us all.” 

In fact, Wallace Sage died in 1982, a broken, penniless 
‘wretch, His talent destroyed by drink and drugs, fis once 
desirable features gnawed into a bloody ruin by tertiary 
syphilis and face cancer, he was buried in an unmarked pau 
per's grave. 

Flex Mentallo haunted limbo for over twenty years, 
present by implication alone in every other superhero 
title published in that period. Then, in 1990, a radical 
“postmodern” or "Dark Age” version of Flex appeared in 
DC's DOOM PATROL title, This Flex was used to challenge 
the ontological categories of the hypothetical DC “universe” 
and his success led to various imitators both here and in 
other lands, where the people are quite different. 
Characters with names like "Stress Psycho, Mindwrestler” 
‘and "Brute Brainio, Psychic Weightlifter” are selling in the 
millions and offering eager readers the chance to face their 
deepest fears and insecurities on a monthly basis. 

"Sure I've watched it happen,” Chuck Fiasco admits 
sourly, “I don't particularly like any of this new stuff, the 
very dark, menacing sort of stuff. 1 didn’t ike what they did 
to Flex, I'm sorry. There was no sense of childish wonder 
like we had in the old days; it was all head crush this, snap 
that! Violate me, Satan! Impale me on your trident like 
some kind of maggot...(laughs)... 

“That sort of nonsense. There was no joy in it; it was a 
cold, joyless thing they created, a kind of abortion, I'd say. 
Sure, And who can understand this stuff? This modern 
stuff? You'd haye to be a modern Einstein or a Stephen 
Hawking kind of character to understand what the hell's 
going on in these comics, Am I right? Is it just me?” Chuck 
Fiasco shrugs, utters a hollow laugh and drains his second 
bottle of “the old anesthetist, Doctor J. Beam,” as he calls 
it. There's a trace of bitterness in his voice and I attempt 
to remind this man, Chuck “the Chief” Fiasco, that he’s still 
the Chief in the hearts of dozens of old-time comics fans. 

“Something like you belongs in the sea, not in a room," 1 
say pleasantly. Chuck stares at me. I think I may have said 
the wrong thing and he asks me to collect my belongings, 
clear out of the room and leave. 

Which brings us full circle as Flex Mentallo returns once 
more to his own spectacular series and launches the 
sparkling new age of superheroes! 


HAVE A COMPUTER? 
GOT A MODEM? 


FREE DC COMICS ONLINE STARTER KIT: 1-800-203-2600 


